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Chasing Waterfalls 


David looked between his best friend and the window. He couldn't quite believe what he was hearing. 


Turning his attention back to Dave, he softly said, "So let me get this straight.. Because I've been single for the 


past five years, you've decided to set me up on a date?" 


The redhead looked at him in that docile, earnest way that he had. Dave knew that, while David's fuse was long, 
it could sometimes be triggered by others doing even the smallest thing for him. He nodded. 


"And you've set me up on a date with Dave Grohl?" David continued. 


Again, the redhead nodded and David tried not to be mad. Dave looked so sweet in that moment. There was no 


way that he couldn't accept the invitation that had been extended to him. 


Sighing, David ran a hand through his hair. It was beginning to go thin and the ends were frizzy. If he was going 
to go on this date then he had to look his best. 


"Okay," he said. "I'll go." 


"You're kidding me?!" Dave gleefully cried. "You've got me a date with David Ellefson?! As in David Junior 
Ellefson from Megadeth?!" 


Taylor stood across the room, his arms folded and a warm smile on his lips. "Uh-huh" 

"No fuckin’ way!" 

Taylor laughed and Dave jumped as the drummer stepped up to him. 

"You better believe it," Taylor replied 

Flustered, the dark haired man ran his hands through his hair. "But how? How'd you manage it?" 


Taylor shrugged and Dave watched as the blonde man stepped away from him. "| needed someone with a metal 
voice for my latest record. So | called up their management and had them put me in touch with Dave. We got 

talkin’ and he mentioned that his bass player had been single for a few years. | said, ‘Wow! That's odd ‘cause so 
has D:. Turns out David is gay, too, so | thought." Taylor shrugged. "You know, you two might wanna.. Meet 


up." 
Dave could feel the heat touching his cheeks and tears beginning to prickle at his eyes. All he wanted in life 
was to date another musician. Despite their close friendship, Taylor didn't swing that way. And to have a date 


with someone he'd respected for a very long time.. Dave's mind was blown, 


He pulled Taylor in to a tight hug. “Thank you," he murmured. "Thank you so fuckin’ much." 


David looked around the restaurant. It wasn't what he'd been expecting from Grohl. What he'd been expecting 
was a bar. Or a pool hall. Or some other alcohol soaked dive. What he hadn't expected was a rustic, wooden 

beamed restaurant that backed on to a waterfall. Candlelight illuminated the two story, open plan building. An 
old redwood grew through the heart of the building and the tables were further enough apart for even the 


most discreet of conversations. 


David looked around, trying to locate the dark haired man. He eventually found Dave tucked away in one corner 
and, for a moment, David observed him from a distance. He had been sceptical about the date. Why would 
someone like Grohl be so eager to take him on a date? Or was the Foo Fighters front man as cynical as David 


was about the whole evening? 


Yet, as he watched the younger man, David felt the darkness begin to melt away. From his vantage point, he 


could see Dave nervously looking around himself. The front man clutched something in his hands, something 


that he fiddled with as he visually swept the restaurant for his date, the date that had, a few moments 
earlier, thought about fleeing back to his car. When he finally found David, he stood and waved with a wide, 
silly grin on his lips. When he realised how stupid he must have looked, Dave bowed his head and sat again 


That was all it took for David to wind his way among the other tables and stand beside Dave. 
He smiled softly. "Hi." 


The dark haired man looked him up and down before pulling a pair of glasses from the top of his head. He 
rested them on his nose and gave David another going over, something that David tried desperately not to 
shrink back from. 


"Hi. Hi, David. Hi." 


David couldn't help but smile at the other man's nervousness. He was more worried than David was and, when 
he stood, the bassist could see that Dave was shaking. Clutched in his hands was a single red rose and he 
hurriedly offered it out. David slumped a little, his heart beating a little faster, and the smile on his face as 
dorky and happy as Dave's had been a moment earlier. Reaching out, he took the flower and lifted it to his 


nose. 
"Thank you," he quietly replied. 


The younger man stood before him, fidgeting a little. Unable to help himself, David wrapped his arms around 
Dave's neck and pulled him in for a hug. He wasn't surprised when Dave faltered before he wholeheartedly 
returned it. David felt a warmth spread through him, a kinship with the front man. Only a few moments 
before, it had been himself who had been debating walking in to the restaurant. As he stood beside his car, 


he'd thought over every excuse for not showing up. In reality, Dave had been as apprehensive as he'd been 
Sitting at the table, David laid the rose in front of him and stared at the younger man through the candle 
flame. The soft, warm light danced across Dave's face and twinkled from his glasses. His dark hair fell around 
his shoulders in gentle curls and David had to admit that, in his smart suit and velvet jacket, Dave looked good. 
Very good. 


"How have you been, Dave?" 


The younger man nodded and pushed the hair from his face. "Good. I've been good. Getting some rest in, you 
know. That tour took it out of me." 


David smiled and nodded. "I can imagine. You fought a good battle and | can't imagine how you felt at the end of 
it" 


"More broken than the actual leg" Dave laughed. "How about you? | heard you broke your leg." 


"Foot," David gently corrected. Beneath the table, he could feel Dave's foot tapping out a nervous beat. 

"Ah yes. My bad. Sorry." 

He couldn't help but chuckle. Reaching across the table, he grazed his fingers against Dave's. "H's okay. But 
yeah, | was being stupid. Pre-show adrenaline. | fell and caught myself wrong. | nearly called you to see if | 


could borrow the throne." 


At that, Dave sat up a little straighter. "And I'd have loaned it to you. In a heartbeat." He slumped a litle. 
"Why didn't you call?" 


"Our stage set couldn't accommodate it. Don't think | didn't measure for it!" 

He watched as the Dave he knew from the foo Fighters returned. His eyes were bright and a huge smile lit up 
his face. He genuinely looked like he was enjoying David's company. When Dave began to fiddle with the menu, 
David's heart swelled a little more. 


"Do you-" Dave stalled and shrugged. "Want to order?" 


Picking up his own menu, David nodded. "I'd love to." 


He ordered the New York Strip Steak while David opted for the Santa Fe Chicken with lemon pepper. Knowing 
that David didn't drink, Dave had ordered soda. He'd caught David's cheeky smile as he'd placed the order. David 


had gone for sparkling water with lemon. 


With his amber eyes and honey hair, David was adorable. But that wasn't the only thing that had drawn Dave 
to him. 


Over the years, he'd watched as David had followed his heart, first leaving Megadeth and doing his own things 
before rejoining the band that had propelled him to stardom. Beneath the sweet, coffee-loving exterior was a 
fiery spirit, one that kept on fighting no matter what the odds. 

And he looked sexy as Hell in his all black suit. He looked every inch the metal superstar. 

| bought you a gift," David said. "But its in the car. I'll get it after dinner.” 

At that, Dave sat bolt upright. If he'd been a dog, his ears would have been sticking up. "What is it?!" 


David grinned. "You'll have to wait and see." 


"David, no! Tell me now! Please?!" 


Through the candlelight, he could see David blushing. The older man lowered his head, his hair curling over his 


face. 


"Okay, okay." David lifted his head and swept the hair from his eyes. The grin was still on his face and there 


was a twinkle in his eyes. "Well, | know you love coffee so I've brought some of my own roast for you." 
A shiver ran along Dave's spine and he clutched the table, the excitement snapping through him. "You did not?!" 
"Did too." David paused, his grin softening. "Maybe I'll make a Dave Grohl chocolate roast" 


"Nah. It needs to be Dave's Blackened Soul Roast, the darkest, blackest coffee out there." It was his turn to fall 


quiet and he reached for David's hand. Seriously, you'd do that for me? You'd make a roast for me?" 

David nodded and Dave felt his heart melt. He gripped the other man's hand, his thumb sweeping over back and 
tracing the veins. He was surprised when David didn’t pull away. Most people did, almost as if his fame meant 
that they couldn't touch him. 

"Yeah," the bassist quietly replied. "I would. I'd do that for you." 

Dave was rarely quiet for more than a few moments but, as he stared in to David's eyes, he found himself 
falling under the other man's spell. There was something calming about David, something peaceful and 
nurturing, something that made Dave want to curl up in a corner with him and never leave. 

They were interrupted by their food arriving and Dave couldn't help but notice the bassist smirking at him. 
"What?" he tried to casually ask. 


"Just you looking at your food as though it's told you it's going to seduce you." 


"| like my food!" Dave gently protested. He patted his gently protruding stomach. "And food likes me. If it 


doesn't work out with us, I'll just go back to having an affair with it until the next sexy bassist comes along." 
David chuckled and shook his head before turning his eyes to the window. Dave knew that, from their vantage 
point, they could see the waterfall that crashed over the ravine and in to the river below. The restaurant was 
located out of the city and in one of the national parks. Surrounded by trees and with the soothing sound of 
water around it, the restaurant was the perfect getaway from the rat race that both of them knew. 

"I'd love to go out and see the waterfall after dinner," David said. 


Dave picked at the steak. "I'd love to do that." 


He took a mouthful and kept his eyes on David. The older man was eating slowly, his eyes on the gathering 


darkness on the other side of the window. Dave knew from experience that, as night fell, soft lighting would 
illuminate the water, allowing diners to go and walk alongside it. Benches were nestled in the crevices and a few 
wooden bridges, designed in keeping with the restaurant's rustic look, arched over the river. 

They mostly ate in silence, occasionally commenting on the food or the surroundings. Dave was enjoying 
watching David take in the unique location With the warm summer air, open windows, and rushing rivers, it felt 
as though they were were in the middle of nowhere. Dave knew that if he looked at his phone, he'd find that 


he had no signal. The restaurant truly was heaven on Earth. 
Pushing his empty plate away, Dave ran a hand over his full stomach. "Dessert?" 


"Maybe after that walk," David replied with a soft smile. 


Metal lanterns twinkled amid the bushes and trees, their light just bright enough to illuminate the path or dim 
enough not to obscure the sky. As they stepped away from the wooden building, David tilted his head back and 
stared at the velvety night sky. Through the leafy branches he could see the Milky Way brushing through the 
right, its stars appearing to be mere flecks of dust. 


Ahead of him, the waterfall thundered, its sound almost deafening. David could feel the spray hanging in the air 
and cooling the heat of the day. Stepping away from Dave, he walked closer, fascinated by the power and 
majesty of nature in all her glory. 


"Its so beautiful," he murmured. 

There was a pause before another voice quietly broke his concentration "As are you." 

David smiled and turned to look at Dave. His tanned skin had become pale in the moonlight and his clothes made 
him blend into the thick shadows. David stepped closer to him and took Dave's hand in his own. That touch sent 


shivers down his spine and calloused fingers caressed his own. 


"Let's walk behind the fall," Dave said. "There's a bench there and | want to sit with you for a little longer. Just 


in case | never see you again." 


That made David slump. There was so much need in Dave's voice, as though the world had beaten any hope 


out of him. 
"You'll see me whenever you want," he replied. 


They walked in silence, carefully picking their way over slippery rocks and damp ground. The crisp smell of 
damp earth hung in the air and David took deep breaths. He loved being outside. Loved walking through the 
wilderness and, even though civilisation was only a few miles away, David felt as though he'd been dropped into 


a lost part of the planet. It was freeing and exciting and his skin tingled with the anticipation of being away 


from the life he normally lead. His phone wouldn't connect to the outside world and he was with someone who 


apparently wanted to spend time with him. 


They clambered up the slight incline to the waterfall, the spray becoming heavier with every step. The roar of 
water was deafening in David's ears. Darkness swallowed them as they stepped into the cave behind the falls. 
Nestled at the heart of the natural carving was a bench that was big enough for two. Sitting, David smiled and 


pulled Dave closer. The younger man curled up against him and David could feel goosebumps tickling his skin. 
"Don't you like it here?" he asked. 
In the shadows, he watched Dave shake his head. "No, it's perfect. | just love the sound, that's all." 


"Me, too." 


They fell silent again and David continued to gently stroke the other man's hand. He felt at peace with Dave, 
his body relaxing against the front man's. When fingers brushed his chin, he turned his attention to Dave. 


He could just make out the other man's dark eyes, the light that flickered through the waterfall flaring from 
them. Dave's glasses were pushed on to his head, sweeping his hair away from his face and giving David a 
chance to take a look at the lines that curled around his eyes and mouth. Dave, like all of them, was ageing. Yet 
he was doing it beautifully and, it seemed, without the aid of cosmetics or surgery. He was real and tangible, 
unlike so many others that David had met. There had been the lawyer who'd tried to stop time with botox and 
the guitar tech who'd taken steroids. There'd also been the business owner who'd used liposuction and the 
studio engineer who'd had facial implants. David hadn't gelled with any of them and, in the end, had decided to 
remain single. He'd wanted realness in a person, someone who allowed their life to be etched in to their body. 
His reservations about going on a date with Dave were completely unfounded because the man he wanted was 
sitting next to him, his body pressed close to David's and his warm breath tickling the bassist's cheek 


Placing Dave's hand on his thigh, David gently ran his thumb over the swell of the younger man's cheek, taking 
in the warmth and softness of another human being. His breath caught in his throat as he leaned in, the 
anticipation building. David could feel the energy changing around them, excitement replacing the nervousness 
that both of them had felt earlier in the evening. His fingers danced along the line of Dave's beard, its 


coarseness fascinating him. 


Dave's lips brushed against his own with the briefest of kisses, making David gasp and close his eyes. His 
stomach tightened and, taking the lead, he gently returned the kiss, savouring the feeling of the other man's 
feather-soft lips. The kiss was unhurried as they took their time in getting to know one another. Fingers crept 
in to his hair and pulled him closer. In return, he parted his lips, gasping as the other man flicked the tip of his 


tongue against David's lower lip. He shivered and moaned quietly as he draped his arms around Dave's neck. 


Eventually David rested his head on the younger man's shoulder. His breath came in pants and his arms hung 


limply around Dave. 


"So beautiful,” he murmured. "And I'm glad that | waited five years for that." 
There was a note of surprised happiness to Dave's voice as he replied, "Yeah?" 
David smiled and buried his nose in Dave's waves of dark hair. "Absolutely. You're perfect" 


The arm that was around his head tightened and held him close. David could feel tears threatening to spill over 
and when Dave pressed a kiss to his hair, David let out a shuddering breath. 


‘I've waited so long for someone like you," he said. "Someone who was real and unaffected by Hollywood. | don't 


want plastic surgery and perfection. | want someone who's lived their life and lets it show on their body." 
"And | thought you wouldn't come because of who | am," Dave replied. "I thought you wouldn't want to be seen 
with the guy who writes sappy love songs and dresses in drag. | thought | was too boring, too drunk, too fat 


for you." 


Sliding his arms down to Dave's waist, David gave the other man a gentle squeeze. Beneath his touch, he could 


feel the other man's little rolls of fat. 


"I love this," David said. "I love that you're a little bigger. | love that you have those thick arms and thick 


thighs. It shows how strong you are, how much you've been through, and how you aren't scared of good food" 
Dave chuckled at that. "Honey, this body isn't allergic to food” 


David smiled and nuzzled the younger man's throat. He pressed kisses to the soft spot behind Dave's ear while, 


around them, water continued to fall. 
"| could stay here forever." 
"You an’ me both, David. It's so peaceful, isn't it?" 


"I is." David sighed happily. "Thank you for inviting me out tonight. | really appreciate it. But I've got to ask you 


something.” 
"Shoot." 


Lifting his head, David looked into the dark coals of Dave's eyes. "Why me? You could have had anyone so 
why'd you pick me?" 


In the darkness, he watched Dave's eyes widen before flicking away. After a moment, he looked back to David. 


"Want to know the truth?" 


David smiled and gave him a reassuring squeeze. "I'd love to know the truth. Unless this date is a dare, in 


which case let me please stay in this happy little space." 


Dave laughed softly. "No, not a dare. Not by a long shot." Dave paused for a moment and David unwound an 
arm. He let his hand rest against Dave's chest, feeling the other man's heart beat beneath his palm. Dave 
continued, "It must have been ‘81 or ‘88, | was eighteen or nineteen and | remember hearing this crazy song in 
a club. The bass was cranked all the way up so you got this delicious rumble. | remember standing there and 
listening to it, my jaw near the floor while the rest of the club went crazy. They were screaming along with 
this song, like it was some kind of anthem for their disaffected youth. /f there's a new way. Hl be the first in 
Ine. But it better work this time" 


David smiled at Dave's description and he tightened his free arm around the younger man's waist. 


Dave's voice was distant as he continued his story. "So | remember going looking for information on this band, 
and especially that crazy bass line. It was driving me insane, almost to the point of insanity, because | needed 
to hear it again. Finally | found magazine interviews with you guys and, well, | kinda fell in love. You see, that 
bass line was played by this beautiful blonde guy. He was all legs and hair with these wide, beautiful eyes that 
looked as though they could see through time itself. And when he smiled - wow! This huge, beautiful smile 
that could light up an entire building. When | was eighteen, | knew | was gay. But this guy, | wasn't so sure of. | 
was sure that he had beautiful women dropping at his feet and begging him for dates. What would he want 
with little old me?" 


"He'd have listened to you," David softly interjected. "He'd have given you time." 
Dave kissed his hair once more. David stayed quiet, allowing the other man to gather his thoughts. 


‘| was nineteen, David. A dorky, gangly nineteen year old kid. There was no way that guy would give me the 
time of day, let alone listen to my worries about making music my business. But | held a candle for him. Sure, 
there were months when I'd forget about him, years even Then something would happen and that blonde guy 
would pop back in to my mind. | followed his career, watched as he carved a niche for himself. Studied him as 
he became one of the best players of his generation. Then, a couple of years ago, | discovered that he was 
gay. | was so excited. Like, over the moon excited. And | began looking for ways to get in touch with him. By 
pure chance, my drummer and his boss ended up running in to each other. My drummer - who's a lovely, loud 
mouthed guy, by the way - ended up talking about the crush | had on this guy's bass player. They exchanged 


phone numbers and, well, here | am." 

David couldn't help himself and tears streamed down his cheeks. Sitting up, he cupped Dave's face in his hands 
and stared into the other man's endless eyes. Light from the pathway flickered through the waterfall and he 
could see that tears were glistening on Dave's cheeks. His heart was shattered in to a million pieces at Dave's 
admission. 


"Thirty years, Dave. You held a flame for me for nearly thirty years. | wish you'd said something earlier-" 


"I didn't know. And | was scared. You guys had this reputation for being badass. The last thing | wanted was to 


come away, not only with a broken nose, but also a broken heart" 


Through his tears, David smiled and leaned in for another kiss. Dave's lips whispered over his own and his 


beard tickled at David's cheek. 


"But we're here now," David softly said. "We're here now and we can make a go of this.” 


EPILOGUE 

lB months later.. 

Dave looked up at the SOLD sign and smiled widely. The house, a white wooden mock-Victorian house, sat on 
several acres of ground and was surrounded by a thick forest of trees. Faux gas lamps dotted the sweeping 
driveway. Despite being only fifteen miles outside of Los Angeles, the house truly felt like it was in the middle 


of nowhere. It was perfect. 


Behind him, Dave heard a car pull up. He swung around and grinned when he laid eyes on David's black 


Mercedes. The older man got out, sunglasses on his nose, and walked up to Dave. 
"Okay, what have you done now?" David gently teased. 


Wrapping an arm around the older man's waist, Dave pulled him close and began to guide him towards the 


house. "If | remember rightly, that's a compliment.” 
David smiled just smiled at him and leaned a little closer. 
"The best part is at the back," Dave said as they walked through the house's large rooms. 


He took David through the beautifully designed kitchen and out onto the back porch. Already he could hear the 


familiar sound and he smiled as he took in David's surprised expression. 

"Is that-?" David began 

Dave nodded and nudged his lover towards the steps. Leaning against the railing, he watched as David walked 
across the lawn and in to the trees. A moment later and David was sprinting back towards him. The older man 
took the steps two at a time before throwing himself at Dave. His arms wrapped around the front man's neck 
and kisses peppered his face as he was forced up against the wall. 


"You remembered!" David exclaimed. "You remembered" 


Laughing, he picked David up and gave the older man a long, slow kiss. When he eventually pulled away, he 


hooked his arms around David and carried him back down the steps and to the trees. With his lover cradled in 
his arms, Dave followed the sound until he found himself standing beside the crashing waterfall and thundering 


river. 


Looking to David, he smiled softly and gave the older man a gentle kiss. "I'll never forget" 


